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give him a piece of my mind here, as an Irishman, full of
an instinctive pity for those of my fellow-creatures who are
only English.

What is an Irishman ?

When I say that I am an Irishman I mean that I was
born in Ireland, and that my native language is the English
of Swift and not the unspeakable jargon of the mid-XIX.
century London newspapers. My extraction is' the extrac-
tion of most Englishmen: that is, I have no trace in me of
the commercially imported North Spanish strain which
passes for aboriginal Irish: I am a genuine typical Irishman
of the Danish, Norman, Cromwellian, and (of course) Scotch
invasions. I am violently and arrogantly Protestant by
family tradition; but let no English Government therefore
count on my allegiance: I am English enough to be an
inveterate Republican and Home Ruler. It is true that
one of my grandfathers was an Orangeman ; but then his
sister was an abbess; and his uncle, I am proud to say, was
hanged as a rebel. When I look round me on the hybrid
cosmopolitans, slum poisoned or square pampered, who call
themselves Englishmen today, and see them bullied by the
Irish Protestant garrison as no Bengalee now lets himself
be bullied by an Englishman; when I see the Irishman
everywhere standing clearheaded, sane, hardily callous to
the boyish sentimentalities, susceptibilities, and credulities
that make the Englishman the dupe of every charlatan and
the idolater of every numskull, I perceive that Ireland is
the only spot on earth which still produces the ideal English-
man of history. Blackguard, bully, drunkard, liar, foul-
mouth, flatterer, beggar, backbiter, venal functionary,
corrupt judge, envious friend, vindictive opponent, unparal-
leled political traitor: all these your Irishman may easily
be, just as he may be a gentleman (a species extinct in
England, and nobody a penny the worse); but he is never
quite the hysterical, nonsense-crammed, fact-proof, truth-
terrified, unballasted sport of all the bogey panics and all